HELEN

CHAPTER XXXII

GENERAL CLARENDON was sitting in the music-room, within
the library, the door open, so that he could see Helen the
moment she came in, and that moment he threw down his
book as he rose, and their eyes met: hers fell beneath his
penetrating glance ; he came forward immediately to meet her,
with the utmost gentleness and kindness in his whole appear-
ance and manner, took her hand, and, drawing her arm within
his, said, in the most encouraging voice, f Consider me as your
brother, Helen; you know you have allowed me so to feel for
you, and so, believe me, I do feel.3

This kindness quite overcame her, and she burst into tears.
He hurried her across the library, into the inner room, seated
her, and when he had closed the door, stood beside her, and
began, as if he had been to blame, to apologise for himself.

'You must have been surprised at my having opened
letters which did not belong to me, but there was no direc-
tion, no indication, that could stop me. They were simply
in a cover directed to me. The purpose of whoever sent them
must have been to make me read them; the ultimate purpose
was, I doubt not, to ruin Lady Cecilia Clarendon in my
opinion.3

* Or me,3 said Helen.

' No, Miss Stanley, no; that at all events cannot be,; said
the General. * Supposing the letters to be acknowledged by
you, still it would be quite a different affair. But in the first
place look at them, they may be forgeries. You will tell me if
they are forgeries ?J

And he placed the packet in her hands. Scarcely looking
at the writing, she answered, 'No, forgeries I am sure they
are not.3 The General looked again at the direction of the
cover, and observed, 'This is a feigned hand. Whose can
it be?'

Helen was on the brink of saying that Cecilia had told her
it was like the writing of Carlos, Now this cover had not, to
the General's knowledge, been seen by Cecilia, and that one
answer might have betrayed all that she was to conceal, for he